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During the college year a group of students has met weekly to consider and discuss manuscripts submitted to the EXPERIMENTALIST; authors were then informed of the group's suggestions.
This group, with its advisor, Dr. Hans Gottschalk, has consisted of
the editorial staff and, at various times, Caroline Anker, Joan Douglas,
Ray Horneman, Rosalie Swisher, George Wilkerson and Cheryl York.
The EXPERIMENTALIST became a separate organization this year.
A constitution was written and officers were elected. These officers include: Secretary-Treasurer, Angela Salamone; and Student Senate Representative, Sharon Flynn.
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In 1957, EXPERIMENTALIST awards were offered in the fields
of poetry and prose; prose awards were given to Karla Von Keltner for
"The Volunteer" and to Soewati Soemarsidik for "Country Life in Indonesia." Poetry awards were given to EMS for a collection of lyrics, to Karla
Von Keltner for "I Make a Truce With Thee, Education," and to Kalista
E. Small for "Impressions of a Trip," a poem in French and English.
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In 1958, the EXPERiMENTALIST instituted four annual awards to
encourage good creative writing on campus and to honor the particular
contributions of faculty members. The John H. Parry Award in Criticism
honored the Reverend Mr. Parry, chairman of our English Department for
thirty-four years. The Mary A. Thomas Award in Poetry acknowledged
Miss Thomas's thirty-seven years devoted to teaching here at Geneseo.
Forty years of teaching and promoting speech and drama studies at Geneseo given by Miss C. Agnes Rigney were recognized by the C. Agnes
Rigney Award in Playwriting. The Lucy Harmon Award in Fiction was
established to honor the contributions being made by Doctor Harmon in
the field of the short story and the novel.
In 1959, the William T. Beauchamp Literary Award was established
to recognize those areas of writing for which no previous awards had been
offered and to acknowledge those people, who encourage good creative and
critical writing. This special award honored Dr. Beauchamp who, for the
ten years prior to his death on November 12, 1958, encouraged scholarship, particularly in the study of Shakespeare.

In 1960, to recognize her contribution of guidance and encouragement
in the field of Freshman writing, the J. Irene Smith Freshman Essay Award
was established. It honors Miss Smith, associate professor of English.
Each year, qualified, off-campus judges are selected by the EXPERIMENTALIST to consider the published manuscripts and determine the
award-winning compositions.
Judges considering manuscripts for this year included: Hyam Plutzik
of the Department of English at the University of Rochester, author of Aspects of Proteus (1949), Apples From Shinar (1959) and Horatio (1961);
he judged works submitted for the Mary A. Thomas Award in Poetry.
Sr. Thomas Marion of the Department of English at Nazareth College, Rochester, considered manuscripts for the Lucy Harmon Award in
Fiction. William D. Baker, Director of General Education at State Uni-
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versity College of Education, Buffalo, judged entries for the J. Irene Smith
Freshman Essay Award.

A Drea

No manuscripts were considered for the John H. Parry Award in Criticism, nor for the C. Agnes Rigney Award in Playwriting.
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CHRONOLOGY OF A WARDS
The John H. Parry Award in Criticism
1958
1959
1960
1961

Barbara Parrv Druochel for "William Faulkner's Women."
No Award. ·
No Award.
No Award.

The Mary A. Thomas Award in Poetry
1958
1959
1960
1961

Karen Kahkonen for "Grandfather Speaks."
Bruce A. Sweet for "'Vincent In 'Dhe Mines."
Bruce A. Sweet for "Instwance."
Ed Wever for "A Thought in One Time"

The C. Agnes Rigney Award in Playwriting
1958
1959
1960
1961

Ann Wydman for "Time Unknown."
No Award.
No Awa'fd.
No Award.

The Lucy Harmon Award in Fiction
1958
1959
1960
1961

John J. Carney, Jr. for "Across the Quad and Into The River."
No Award.
No Award.
Joy Briston for "The Brother"

The William T. Beauchamp Literary Awa·r d
1959
1960
1961

Dr. John T. McKiernan
Elizabe~h Scott Parsons
No Award.
Robert Jurkowski

The J. Irene Smith Freshman Essay Award
1960
1961

Marcia Czyzewski for "Death."
Cynthia Cunningham for "The Lord Giveth."
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A Dream of Death
by Melinda Ford
Opening my office door I was immediately greeted by Grayson's
sneering face: I could sense that he wasn't here this early in the morning
on any trivial errand. Grayson and I both work for the same company,
live in the same neighborhood, and belong to the same country club; there
our cordial relationship ends. In our business capacity Grayson and I are
vying for the top position in the company. Grayson's father-in-law, the
president of the company, openly favors me. Grayson resents this and
would do anything to get me off the scene so he could have the prize job.
Giving him a cold, "Good morning," [ asked the nature of his business.
"How's things at home?'' he asked.
"Fine," I replied, "but what concern is that of yours?"
"Got any money problems?"
"What the devil are you trying to get at?"
"Oh, nothing, I was just wondering. You know you are considered a
pretty important man around this place. To quote my father-in-law, 'By
his hard work and ambition he could take over this business when I retire
next year.' " At these words Grayson's face turned a deep red with envy and
anger.
"Look, Grayson," I replied, "I have work to do, tell someone else
your problems. I know you want this business some day but you are not
going to get it. I have worked for that top position and I plan to take it.
Now please leave."
"That's what you think. You won't even be here tomorrow after I
show Mr. Peterson your books."
With the fear rising from the pit of my stomach I asked if he were
implying that I had been juggling my books.
"I'm not implying, Madison, I know for a fact. There is $300,000
missing from the company funds entrusted to you. In the past year you
have bought a new house, given some lavish parties for the bigwigs in the
company and sustained some heavy gambling debts. Now don't try to
tell me you can do all this on the salary my all mighty father-in-law pays
us. It wasn't hard, was it? Take a little here, a little there; all adds up,
doesn't it? How did you plan to pay it back? Maybe wait until after you
had the top job with nobody the wiser? You never counted on the books
falling into my hands did you? Too bad you were sick last week or I would
never have found out."
"Get out of here, Grayson," I finally managed to shout. All that had
been said was true and a scandal of that sort would cause me to lose
everything for which I had worked.
7

"All right I'll go, but I'll be at your house tonight for your resignation papers. Oh yes, Madison, you will resign or I'll tell my father-in-law
everything."
"That's out and out blackmail."
"Is that any worse than embezzling?"
After he left the room, I tried to think clearly. I couldn't lose everything, not after all these years. Why, oh why, did I ever start? I planned
to pay it all back but it just kept building up and up until I couldn't stop.
Maybe tonight I could talk Grayson i'nto something.
It was a little after seven when Grayson finally arrived. Walking into
the room, I could see that he thought he finally had the best of me. He
really thought he was going to come out on top this time.
"Well, where is the paper?"
"I didn't make it out."
"Why not?" Would you prefer a scandal? You know you can go to
prison, too? You can't run the company from there either. You are out no
matter which way you turn."
Suddenly a wave of intense hatred for this man swept over me, I
couldn't let him ruin everything now. I had to stop him. Going to the desk
I picked up the letter opener and went toward this hated man. When the
wave subsided, I discovered what I had done. Grayson lay dead on the
floor. I must have stabbed him repeatedly in my hysteria. Panic filled me.
Maybe I could dispose of the body in some way. Could I fix it up to make
it look as though someone else had performed the misdeed? No, no I will
call the police. I'll tell them that it was self-defense, that Grayson came
here tonight to try to stop me from going to his father-in-law about his
books; one of them showed a loss of $300,000. Going to the phone, I told
the police my story.
My trial was ghastly. The prosecuting attorney saw through my story
and left the jury positive that I was guilty. I was sentenced to die in the
gas chamber.
If only I had everything to do over; how utterly useless those words
are to me now. I have done my dastardly deed and there is no turning
back now. Death waited for me to make my fatal move; now he has come
to claim me. In two short hours I shall be only a name. My form, face,
and character shall go to the grave with me. It is strange but now that
death is so close all the material objects I thought were so important that
I would steal to get them seem far, far away. Even the man I hated and
feared enough to kill ceases to menace my being. My mind is wracked
with an idea that none of this needed to happen. If I had not been selfish
and ambitious, if I had not wanted the material things of life, if I had not
scorned and ridiculed the One who might have saved me, all things would
8
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never have been. How I wish I could somehow start over. If I could go
back to when it all started, I would pay back all the money. I would try
to do better. I wish,I wish . . . . . . . .WHIRRRRRRRR.
Upon waking I found I was in my own bed in my own room and
that the prison and the murder had all dissolved away. My hand trembled
as I lit my cigarette. A dream, just a silly dream that was all that it was.
Maybe though, I should pay a little back. No, I'll wait a little longer. No
one will ever know. But I wish that awful feeling of impending trouble
would go away.
Later that morning opening my office door I was immediately greeted by Grayson's sneering face. I could sense that Grayson wasn't here this
early in the morning on any trivial errand.
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THE BIBLE & HISTORY, AS_SEEN BY THE READER'S DIGEST
by Jerry Weinberg

In depressed circles of fear, the ball spun and spun and
Then, when the moon was at its zenith, when the seas raged spewing
wet curses,
An animal sprang from the loins of what is now mockingly
called God.
The animal sighed as it gazed at the now tranquil scene.
For a time the sighs were those of loneliness; for a time.
Soon with loneliness gone, the animal desired possession-wealth.
After being temporarily satisfied, the animal turned his everpresent greed
To slightly different channels. The animal decided that maybe
Maybe it was made of tiny, tiny particles? What would happen
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the
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The Mountain
by June Miller
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The mountains are treacherous. They have seen many men meet their
death. Even now as I gaze upon their cruel majesty, their very haughtiness
tells me that they know my secret. How I hate them! I shudder at their
sight; yet I must live on in their presence as though the terrible incident
hadn't occurred. I must be casual. I can't tell the world how I suffer. Oh,
the injustice of it! Why will he not let me be?
I remember the incident vividly. I loved the mountains then as much
as I despise them now. Winter had covered the lofty peaks with a white
mantle. The freshness of the new fallen snow beckoned to me. I was eager
to trek up the crisp, precipitous path to the top. It was then that he spoke
of accompanying me on my dangerous ascent. He was a stranger in the
area and made no attempt to change his status. He lived in a small house
set deep in the woods. Little was known of him and all that was said was
pure conjecture. His manner was always officious. He answered questions
curtly or not at all. He remained aloof and even hostile. You can see, then,
that it was strange, indeed, that he should ask to join me. He was insistent
and reluctantly I agreed.
We were well on our way when the sky darkened and heavy snow began to fall. As we trudged on, a strong wind dashed the wet substance in
our faces. The temperature dropped and a storm began in earnest. We
clung to the side of a steep incline and as suddenly as it arose, the storm
subsided. We traveled on until we came to an open pass above which
loomed a shaky overhang. I went ahead and as I walked a slight rumbling
began. I hurried through as the snow began to crash down. In a careless
effort to run he fell , catching his leg in a crevice. The snow and ice began
falling in great chunks now.
I could say that it happened all too rapidly for me to attempt to rescue
him - but this I know is untrue. I could say that I panicked - but I
didn't. I stood calmly with the full knowledge that to go back might mean
death. I weighed the facts carefully. There lay a man for whom no one
cared. A man who attempted no good. No one even kr.ew he was with me
and no one would have cared if they had known. I led a full life and had
many friends. What could this man do for the world? Nothing - and if
there were something, he would have been unwilling to do it. Yet, I was
quite capable and ready to contribute whatever my intellect conceived. I
looked back at his limp figure and felt no compassion . Indeed, I was an entity of greater importance than he. As I turned to leave, he sensed the
desperation of his plight and uttered a horrible scream.
It is for this scream that I will never forgive him . What right had he
to encroach upon my peace so? For now as I close my eyes to sleep, I see
his form lying in the snow. I think of his worthlessness and know that I
was right in leaving him. Yet, as I look upon the mountains they remind
me of the incident. And when the wind howls I hear his scream echoed
from their towering heights.
Oh, God, damn his soul and give me peace!

Universality . . . a different face
by l erry Weinberg

no, don't do it doc. I don't want to sleep yet, so put away your needle. You
can listen if you like, or leave the room. But I have to talk, you know? It's
good to talk something out, even you yourself, right? Sure . . . sure.
someday I'll write it all down (did you know that I write? yes, but never
sell ), but not for a while. Write it, I mean. I'm too close to it now; it's too
much a part of me. Later, much later, I'll put it on paper in an aloof manner, and all names will be fictitious and any resemblance to persons ...
no, I'm sure. I'm not getting delirious-you don't really think that. You
can see that my thoughts are-lucid; even if I can't say them too clearly,
they're clear.
what's love, doc? Don't give me that sacred or moral or esthetic or physical pitch; what's love; what causes this cancerous pain inside, and why
does it have to always end so badly? Damned right you don't, because
you're too old to know, and J say that with no acerbity. Christ, I wish I
were too old to know.
now you exp€ct me to go into some maudlin soliloquy about her looks. But
I won't No, you knew her as well as I. Hers was a different name when
you knew her. And a different walk, a different face . But she was the same
one, no? Consubstantiation.
i know everybody's unrequieted love is the worst of all. Individually, one's
love is the most tragic, beautiful, ugly, happy, sad. But mine really ended
classically. Worst of all, I met her in the Spring, so I should have been
forewarned. But no one ever is, poor damned bunch of fools.
and she wrote poetry to me. I quoted Shakespeare-"when disgrace with
fortune and men's eyes/ I all alone beweep my outcast state ... " Hmm.
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You can laugh i,f you'd like, doc; I probably would. Well, that's very nice
of you, doc, you and your goddam noble sterile profession.

different face

Weinberg

where was I? Poetry, yes. And we were honest with each other. Jesus Harrison Christ, were we honest! Told each other our goddam innermost
thoughts. Not only honest, but guiltless as well. Guiltless in bed, in the
backs of cars, in greengreen meadows. We were so guiltless, we would cry.
Now I think of it, we did, occasionally. I think maybe if we hadn't been so
honest and guiltless things might have been different ... better.

J
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and of course we stopped being honest with each other. Just recently. (Do
you really want to hear all this, doc?) And then things changed. I don't
mean just between us. For instance, it's Autumn already; very cold Autumn. And people aren't as friendly as they were a few weeks ago. I've begun to drink heavily, too. But you know about that. Was anyone in the
other car hurt? That's good: I didn't want to hurt anyone else. Christ, I
wasn't going very fast . . .

m don't really think that. You
if I can't say them too clearly,

I wonder if she knows?-Now go away from me with that needle, doc. I
was not crying. It's your cigar. Well, it was lit before.
i'll tell you what's wrong. It doesn't hurt anymore. I don't feel anything; I
must be getting over it, and 1 don't want to ... It's as though I were hungry, but I have no stomach. Is that normal, doc? I can't sleep. Everything
will be all right when I leave here. I'm going away. I don't know, Mexico,
maybe.
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don't. Oh, Christ, I told you I don't want to sleep. Won't sleep. If your
needle works, I'm likely to forget. Everything will be gone. I won't go to
sleep. i won't go ... to sleep. Won't go ... go to
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The Lord Givth and the Lord 'F£zketh Away
by Cynthia Cunningham

Just yesterday I was confronted with the possibility of my father's dying. It seems that he might have been killed in an attempt to save a family
of five from perishing in a blazing fire which had started on the second
floor of their home. Needless to say, I would have been lost, a confused
and frightened person, had my father died.
If one can picture, say this present world suddenly being swallowed
up in a black mist and disappearing from sight as quickly as, in the beginning, it had appeared, one would have only to look upon the face of God
to find there the vision of utter despair and hopelessness, the look of a Being without a purpose. If my father had been taken from me by such a fiery
death, my countenance - no, my very existence - would not have been unlike that of God's upon seeing before His very eyes the disappearance of
His earth.
It has been said that one never realizes the true value of an object until, once possessed, it has been taken away. Now, as I think clearly of my
father's near brush with death, I can find meaning in these words. My
father and I have always been very close, as is often the case between father
and daughter. I can recall even now the fishing trips we would take when
the summers were ripe, the warm brown worms I would massacre in that
fearless manner of children. From my reverie I summon up the memories
of joys we shared together, just my father and I. I can smell the cool crispness of the winter air, and can hear, just over the rise of the next hill, the
baying of the dogs as they come upon the spore of our long-sought-after
prey. And then there were the times when he would comfort me, as only a
father can. The day my little dog was killed, he took me on his knee and
made me blow my nose in his big red handerchief, and he told me of the
mystery of life, and how I musn't cry because Skippy was so very happy up
there in Heaven.
But as I grew older, my father could no longer hoist me to his knee
and tell me of the things which I would face-the fears, the endless array
of problems, the terrible times of loneliness. He could only stand by the
wayside, and watch me make my own mistakes, trying to discover life, to
find myself. Although I seemed to be stumbling through life alone, I was
ever conscious of my father's presence. His ready willingness to help me,
should I need someone to talk with and confide in, was a constant comfort,
and though he no longer handed me his handkerchief in which to shed my
tears, his gentle voice gave me the strength to stifle my anguished sobs and
face life unafraid.
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Now more than ever before, I find myself thinking of death, dwelling
on the thought of an after-life, an existence in a kind of mystical paradise.
Perhaps it is simply the realization, the dawning of the light, so to speak,
that my father came so close to finding this other life. If he had died, I
would have been alone. A selfish thought, perchance? No, I think not; for
my father knows how much he means to me, and how utterly, completely
lost I would be without him. And now, especially now, I will appreciate
him and love him all the more, for nearly having lost him - one so dear to
me, and, in truth, a very part of me. And I shall thank the Almighty for
having spared him, for granting him a reprieve, however brief, so that I
might be fully aware of his presence, as in ·my early youth, I once was. In
the time to come, that inevitable time when my father must depart from me,
I shall be more ready to accept his leaving, and I shall be better able to face
a life without ltim here beside me.

The Mary A. Thomas Award
A THOUGHT IN ONE TIME
by Ed Wever

In this bright moment of my breath,
This concise instant of cold and crisp blue :
In this quick static awakening;
(Of a second or much less)
In the apex ofmy blood's strong leap
That stops the earth's whirling
And defines the sun in my seeing;
This only Present, climax of all the Past,
A speck of thought thrusts from me ....
The word was It, or Here, or Now
In that quick static sharpening
(Of a second or much less).
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The Lucy Harmon Award

The Brother
by Joy Bristor
The kitchen was large and warm but it was not a cheerful kitchen. No
cat was curled up in front of the open gas heater, no dog waited expectantly
by the door for its _master to come in fro~ the barn, for the pets were dead.
The walls, once_a cheerful yellow, were now faded and blank. Each wooden board of the floor was worn and bare. A mirror was nailed to the side
of the dish cupboard. :81acic spots were beginning to show through it and
a crack running its entire length reflected distorted images.
The husband idly drummed his fingers on the table top as he watched
his fat wife preparing the evening meal. A strong odor of onions prevaded
the room as the wife stirred the conglomeration that was to be their supper.
"What's keepin' yer brother?" he suddenly broke the silence to ask.
"He's late agin."
"Brother is down in the barn seein' to the cows," the wife replied
scornfully. "Yeah, he is late agin. I'll have to speak to him about that,
too. Mos~ likely he's talkin' to 'em. He talks to animals, but he won't talk
to us. Animals! and him a grown man!" she grumbled as she set the food
on the table.
"Why must yer brother live here anyway?" resumed the husband as he
stabbed a piece of bread from the bread plate with his fork. "He ain't much
help aroun' the farm. We'd get more work done from a hired man."
"H arry, Brother has jest as much right to this farm as me. We inherited it, it's ourn. It's his home, too. Anyway, he's sick right now. An' you
want to throw him out? In February?"
"We'd be better off without him. Him and his sickness!" the husband
scoffed.
Outside, the wind howled loudly and rattled the glass in the windows.
The night was black and cold. Icy sheets of snow bit into the man coming
from the barn. He shoved his hands deeper into his coat pockets and bent
his head as he forced his way into the wind and toward the house.
He opened the back door and was greeted with the smell of the nauseous onions and the words: "Yer late a gin, Brother. We've ate. Supper's
on the stove. One of these days you'll be gettin' yer own!" As he ate his
supper alone in the kitchen the brother could hear the mutter of voices
coming from the livingroom.
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'·I tell ya, Matilda, yer brother is gettin' on my nerves. It's not only
hts silence, it's the way he stares right through ya an' don't know yer
aroun'. He jest sits in that carnsarned old rockin' chair of hisn at night an'
rocks back an' forth, back an' forth, starin' into the fire an' smokin' his
pipe."
"He don't get in our way, you should be glad of that," returned the
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wife. "But I am sick an' tired of havin' that old rocker in my kitchen.
There's enough money for a nice leather chair. But no! he's got to have
that old r6cker. Well, one of these days I'm goin' to dump it. And the
sooner the better," she added reflectively. "My kitchen'll be tidy when that
rocker's gone."
The brother pushed the cold potatoes and onions away from him and
sat staring at a sticky spot on the floor. .... It's Brother this and Brother
that, he was thinking: Matilda's probably forgotten I have a name, like
other folks. Brother yer late again, Brother yer tie's crooked, Brother yer
trackin' in snow, Brother stop sniffing, Brother don't hang your coat there,
Brother you dropped some tobacco again, Brother clean your fingernailson and on. . ... He shifted his gaze up to a large brown stain on the ceiling. . ... Why do I stay here? Why didn't I marry and get away? They
don't want me here. They killed my dog. The farm is mine in name only.
They have taken everything from me except my rocking chair. . . He crossed over to it and sat down gratefully. . ... He caressed the worn, scarred
arms of the chair. . ... Yes, I'll leave 'in the spring. I'll be able to travel
when it gets warmer. . ... And he took out his pipe, his beautiful, worn
old pipe and turned it over and over in his hands before filling and lighting
it. He rocked slowly, back and forth, back and forth in his chair as he
smoked his pipe and stared into the flames - stared into the fire and
through the fire, stared on into the spring.
The wind howled all night and on into the day. Much snow had fallen. Now the skies were gray, leaden, overcast. It was a chilling sort of day;
not a sound was heard except the wind, not a creature could be seen, not
even a weak ray of sun came through the clouds that late afternoon - all
was incased in grayness and coldness.
The brother had been depressed all day and now as he neared the
house he sensed that something was wrong. He opened the door and walked into the kitchen; he knew what was wrong. His beloved rocker was not
there! He searched through the house like a haunted animal. The house
was like a tomb. The chair was not there. He went back to the barn. The
chair was not there. . ... They've taken my chair, now. They•ve taken
my chair. The one thing that was mine. Well, they won't take me .....
The husband idly drummed his fingers on the table top as he watched
his fat wife preparing the evening meal. A strong odor of cabbage pervaded
the room.
"What's keepin' yer brother?" he broke the sil'ence to ask. "He's late
agio."
Outside, the wind howled loudly and rattled the glass in the windows.
The night was black and bitter. Icy sheets of snow bit into the man in the
woods as he swung back and forth, back and forth; and into the dead pipe
that had fallen to the ground.
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Revelation
by Sharon Flynn
My god is too small - existing only in the framework of my minute
mind.
I cried out a plea to this god and in my mind's eye he cast me out not answering or even reaching through.
I was lost in the despair of my own soul - a god who didn't even
care, whom I couldn't command, who resisted my mountainous faith.
And then I knew, in a flash, this god was tiny as my mind and he had
not cast me out, but I had overlooked him - stepped on him so that he became only there while I needed, wanted, or so thought.
I became convinced to more than think this god. I had to seek,
search, find - humbling my spirit to accept a much larger concept.
That God is - is all in all, was revelation.
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ASPIRATIONS
Anonymous
-Watchu gonna be when you grow up?
-A engineer. I'm gonna drive one o' dem big trains all over da world.
-Watchu wanta be Billy?
- I don't know. Maybe I'll be a cop. I ain't gonna be no cabdriver like my
fader. How 'bout chu?
-I'm gonna be a fighter jus' like Joe Lewis was. My bruder seen him
fight an he tol' me he's da best dat ever was. Watchu gonna be Sammy?
-I'm gonna be the only thing thas any good to be.
-Was dat?
-White.
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by George Wilkerson
All ah needs lawd
is a long black robe
A long black robe and a bible
A bible ribbon black with dem gold letters printed
like dey wuz written on de golden stair
And de shoutin' and de yellin'
and de prayin'
shoutin' His glorious, everlastin' heaben
and won't dat be a glorious day
Ah looked ova yonder and what'd ah see
But my holy Saviour a'comin' fo me
All ah needs is a tamborine
and rna palm
Rub a dub Dub boom
Rub a dub Dub boom
Shadrach, Ameeshack and Abendigo
tellin' dat holy gospel
tellin' it to dem sinners out dere
who saves ye from eternal damnation
JESUS!
you knows it, brotha
All ah needs is a soul lawd,
and a long black robe
and a tamborine
and ah'll shout it
and a paint brush and a bucket o'white paint
and ah'll find me some dirty wall
and scribble
ONLY JESUS SAVES!
and we'll calla prayer meetin'
with posters
and an org::m
And pert soon dem folks'll come in
lookin' to be saved
·
and we'll save 'em
from eternal damnation
JESUS!
vou kno ws it, brotha
All ah needs lawd
is a collection basket
and the mo' souls we saves
the mo' collection baskets we is gonna need
and we'll take dat black robe
and dat tamborine
and dat soul
and we'll give it to some po' nigger
cause ah got religion
Praise de lawd!
AMEN!

The tears on the window of the train streak
And distort the black lonely town that I pass
On my way. And I am alone with time,
Meaningless time; the years weeks days.
Time and the blackness and I and my oneness
Blend softly, subtly into a rhythm of dead love's violins.
And the night is cold, I am bitter. The scene outside
Changes and remains the same. Aloof trees wave carelessly
at the train.
Midnights frantic ticking; not the beat of a lullaby,
More that of a dirge. I have traveled far and remain
Standing still. As I gaze through the black square I know
That perpetual motion is no longer myth.

by Jerry Weinberg

ON Death Takes A Holiday
by Joy Bristor
To know why mortals curse when he comes near,
To seek and find a love which casts out fear,
To taste of human pleasures, understand
Man's fierce desire to live - these brought him here.
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The Beach At Hawthorne
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Come.
The place is not far from here,
Just down these gray stone steps.
Take hold of the railing.
I will walk with you,
Let the others run ahead.

beat of a lullaby,
eled far and remain
the black square I know
~r myth.

See the forest closeness
On both sides
The trees and ferns
And purple flowers.
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Here is a landing,
Pause and rest and look down
From here, you can see
The water
Rolling slowly in
On the sand.
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by I oy Bristor

Here we are, the final step
Take my hand.
Now we can see
The sandy beach
The great expanse of lake
The graying sky.
The breeze is cool.
Do you suppose- Yes, take off your shoes
And dig your toes into the still warm sand .
You must walk,
But I will run and skip and hop.
See the dark green blanket
Of algae on the water's edge.
It is soft and sucks at my feet.
Oooh, it is squishy and sinks beneath me!
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Trickle the sand through your fingers
See the fine silica-White and brown and
Black and red
Sifting slowly down.
Look, I have brought you some pebbles,
Shiny and smooth and round.
Here is an orange one
And here a white one
And see the blend of colors in this one!
The sun is hidden behind the clouds,
But the waves lap in,
Streaked with red and orange and blue.
Skip some stones across the water
Aim them flat and true.
Watch the waves,
They are growing larger.
Hear the waves,
They are growing louder.
It is almost dark.

The lake is restless.
There are
No birds
No stars
No moon
Tonight.
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